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cosmopolitan)  manner,  cthat is not to be
believed how little force has this Schnapps.
I am not a man to boast himself, but, figure
to yourself, before interpreting yesterday I
drank a tumbler.   Was any difference re-
marked?5   'None,' said Albert, appearing at
the moment,   indeed,5 he continued reflec-
tively, cit sometimes seems to me that nothing
makes any difference to your interpretation,
neither what you have drunk nor what the
orator says.   It is perhaps your speciality/
He passed on to appease the wounded feelings
of a delegate who had (by error) been put
next to a typist at dinner.   'They are am-
bitious, our typists,' he began as he passed
out of earshot.   But the sea-captain was hurt
in a vital point.   He bellowed like a sea-calf
to his companions.   He frightened the ghost
of Hamlet's father a thousand leagues across
the sea.   He would not be comforted till the
reassuring figure of Arthur appeared softly
treading.   'Monsieur le President/ cried the
outraged sea-creature, 'he has said that my
interpretations  are  inexact.   Much  I  can
endure because I love him, but this never.'
'But,5 said Arthur, 'when one considers what
is often said, I ask myself how far exactitude
in translation is either necessary or indeed
desirable?'   The  sea-captain   was   only  in
part appeased.   'Am  I  then  actually in-
accurate?" he demanded.   'I who have eigh-
teen times navigated the China sea without